"library." She often asked for my manuscripts. But I did
not give them to her. I had them on the shelves in my
closet, above her coffee kitchen, and every time she asked
me I would say, "Don't be in such a hurry; when I die all
the books and manuscripts will be yours anyway."

In October, 1947,1 put together and arranged the con-
tents of her envelopes, along with all the books and manu-
scripts I had promised her at my death. I had the manu-
scripts and clippings mounted and bound in scrapbooks,
having decided to offer the whole collection to the New
York Public Library in memory of Wanda. I knew that
George Freedley, the drama critic, then curator of the
New York Public Library Theater Collection, was very
actively assembling play manuscripts and books. I got
two orange labels printed, and pasted two into each book.
The smaller says, "COLLECTION WANDA EAR-
TH A"; the larger one reads: "The author presents this
book to the New York Public Library in memory of his
dearly beloved friend and literary adviser WANDA
EARTH A "I" August 28, 1947, to whom he had intended
to bequeath all his books and manuscripts." One of the
reasons why I asked this particular library to accept the
collection was that Wanda once did a very thorough job
of research for me there, and told me with great pleasure
how kind and helpful everyone at the library had been.

o

It was at this time that she dug up for me from old
books valuable material a'bout the life and miraculous
deeds of St. Nicholas, Bishop of Myra. She copied the
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ked up with great difficulty in New
